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Novelists Find a Field in the New
Psychology

ICTION doe: not lag in making
use of the new psychology and its
new classifications, Here is J, D.
Beresford, one of the most strik-
ing of the younger group of novehsts in
England, making a sally already into this
attractive field. Tt is not a prolonged ef-
fort he makes, but it is illuminating of
the pessibilities of the new viewpoint,
“Nothing i+ more dispiviting than Flm
practice of clessifying humanity according
to ‘typea.t goak
does it for his own purposes.” This
his way of collating materia} for the large
peneralization he is always chuging. 1.l|s
ideal is a ¢omplete record. He would like
th present us as so many samples on &
lahetled eard the differences bctwcmzl‘.f:u
camples on any one card being ascribed
to an initial ecarelesuness m.-nnufm:turu:
1tis mothod i3 the apothcosin of that of
teller one used to
wWith little cage
hed

the zeyv Italian fortune
thi

see about aine hew

uf love-hirds that sised you o and pio

vou out a suitable future. FPreseatly, we
hope, the paychologict will be able to do
that for usx with w« g s dbizerumination

e will take a fow moasurements, test our

vegction times, consult sn index wnd hanid
our ‘Lype.

ng ot an infallible anelyels of

After it we shall know preciscly what we
AT tted for, wmd whether our ultimate
b Cion 0L v the Waork-

ths Wooluack

Huuse,

“Iut your psyehologiat has Wis vses, and
bk l:a-.- ematour in this sert, particularly
te  nevelawriting amatenr, why arouses
wir proteat. e -l use the pronoun ages-

pilly —does not spend Limsel? in prophecy,

Lt he deals us s withe air
T ul knowime just vie belows. And
iz nevels prove how right he was, be-

vause vou ean preve anything of this kind
i & novel. His readers like this method,
It {4 easv to understand, and it provides
1liem 'Ai1.'|'| an articulute deseription of the
mevitable Jones,

“T eling to that as some JusiMicalion |'u.r
the habit, as an excuse for Wy owa exhi-
hition of the weakness, however dispiriting,
it eonvenient tu have u shorthand
reforence for Jores and another of our
wequaintanees, The proper undr'r.:taudiT]:_:
ol any one of them might enguge tho leis-
wre of o lifetime: and if for general pur-
voded we can tuek our friends into some
neal ecategory, we serve the purposes of
laeidity,

“Lestly, to copclude this apology, |
wonld nlead that a4 new scheme of clusai-
eution, such as that provided by psycho-
analysia, is altogether {oo fascinating Lo be
reaiated.

15 do

“There i, for example, my friend David
Winee, the typica! ‘introvert. and 2l
most perfect foil for my friend the ‘ex-
trovert, previously described. The two
men loathe the sight of one another. Con-
tempt on one side and fear'en the other
is a sullicient explanalion of their mutual
averafon. Wince. judeed, has an instinetive
four of anything that beilowsa and a rooted
distrust of most othier things, e suffera
‘romr 1 kind of amiritual agoraphobia that
mukea him seared and suspicious of large
ceneralizations, Dbroad lorizons and cog-
nate phenemena, HWe likes, as he says, to
bo ‘sure of one step’ before he takes the
next. The open distances u politieal
srgument astound and lerrify him. He
tukes all discussions with a greal seriousz-
ness, and displayz an obstroctive paseion
tor definition and the right uze of worde.
‘What T shoull like to understand’ is
favovite opening of his, and the thing he
vould like to understand is almest in-
rariably some abstruze and fundamental
definition.

al-

(Vi
A

\ *“The & priori method iz anathema to him.
He iz, in fact, characteristically unable to
comprehend it. He has little respect for
= wyllogism as such, because hia mind scems
to work backward, and all his logieal fac-
ulty i used in the disscction of premises.
When my exasperation reaches the stage
at which T say: ‘Buf, my dear Tellow. let
us tske it for granted, for the sake of
argument " he wrings lis hands in
deapair and repliea: ‘But that’a the whole
point. We ecar't tuke things
granted. 1f you don' examine your pre-
mises; where gre yvou?! o has a habit in
conversalion of cmphasiging such
a3 those 1 have underlined, and «
desolation comes into his {aco
plaintively inquires where we are. At
those times [ his timid, irresolute
spirit momentarily stuvlng eehast at the
threat of this swordd's s¢ distanees
bhefore with @ sigh of relief it ducks buci
it the ashelter afforded by his intro-
spective analyses. ‘Let us be quite sure
of our ground, he says, ‘before we draw
any deductions.,” His ground i, T tancy,
& kind of *dugout.’

“Ile has had au

these for

words
of

tic

luol
wlhen

S

unfortunate muatrimo-
nial experience. His wife ran sway with
another man, some three or four vears
ago, and he is trying to secrew himself up
to, the pitch of divorcing her. For w man
of his gensitivenesa the giving of e¢vidence
in court upon such a delicale subject will
be a very trying ordeal. He haz confided
very little of his trouble to e, but oc-
casional Ninta of his, the
vf another friend who Mrs, Wince
personally, lead to suppoze that she
vas rather a large-minded, robust sort of
woman. Perhaps he bored her. [ can im-
agine that he would bore any one who had
% lust for action; and as they had been
married for eight wears and had ne chil-
Grerty, T am not prepared to condemn Mrs,
Wince, offhand, for her descriion of hir
i have no doubt thut Winee might Le able
to make out a good ethical case for him-
self. I pieture his attitude toward his wife
a8 being extremely self-denying, denreca-
tore and almost passionately virtuous.
But T prefer to reserve judgment on the
isaue between them,

and reports
knpew

me

“He adores courayge, but-only when [t
self-conscious Qur friend Hel-
lows, for not appear
Winee as bhut as callous,
akinned, or ‘simply a braggart.' Al
Winee's resentment comes to the surface
when the two men meet by some unfwar
. aeeident. On one such oecaslon he mug-
nificently left the veom and slammed the
door after him, but I think that he proh-
ably regretted that act of violence befors
he resched home, He has & nervous hor-
ror of making cnemiten.

.
thie kind.
instanece, does to

hrave,

Your professional peychologist |
ig |

Introverts - Russian Art Takes a Slant Toward Satire

A R

A Socialist's portrait of a Socialist i_
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Democracy - swallowing ‘autocracy

The disappointing clection law
——Not universal?
—No, not unlversal.
—Not direct?
—No, not direct.
—They focled us, brother!

Parroting the franchise formula
Universal, - direct, equal, secrets

“Allons, enfants de:la Patriel’”

' haunted,’

{ of Shakespeare’s

—

In the Shadoy

.Mnny Legends of Old Hmm.

tmlTheir -.l

ILBERT CHESTERTON Yo
claims his mysticism, ¢ o
bedy asught to he SUTDrised 1,

g find' Katharine Tynan talking
about haunied houszes in his weekly, “Thy
New Witness.” ¢

“It mey be stated 2s & brosg fnet
all houses once inhabited ang stangigy
empty ere haunted houses, hsimtad by
those who hsve lived in them and thein
deeds, and standing in the sams Mh!’im:.
to those who have gone out of them 4, the
corpse does to the spirit which hy, leit
it. We are all afreid of empliness Bt the
core of us. You know the eeriness o

that

? f echp.
ing footsteps in an empty houge, xﬂhing
tenanted hes so much power to dayps &

unless it be a grave.
“In an empty house we are in the

Midst
of & void. In the fields or woods ar night
we ore in the thick of life, and the hearey

above u=s is populated with suns and worlys,
Wherefore to spend a night out gf £oors is
far from being as terrifying an experiercy
even to the nervous ss a night {n gy cmnty
house. o

“You will find that moat haunted fonaey
are houses that have long stood empty, ang
from the mere ferrifving fact of their
emptiness has sprung in time & who!

€ My
of myth end legend.

“But apart from that, there gars htuses
which sffect one curiously, from which as
soon a3 the door i3 cpencd & strange hragy
comes out to tell vou, ‘This houge ¢
You may eometimes BAvOY iy
in & red brick villa which could hava Tad
only one or two occunations, Yoy will
not savor it st sll in certiin old county
houses of grest age. where people |,
lived and loved and suffered and died, ypq
sipned and repented for many generation,
You will savor something wholesaime

&ni
sweet by which one conjectures that the
house, if it has liad the common ot and

harbored sinners as well es esints, hys
been washed clean by many prayers, Some.
times a living personality will influence o
house as much for the time s the dead
folk who have gane out of it. Such g
died some years ago in an Engligh nang
house, &n old Iady well on in the eighti,
She breathed all the enchanted fragrance
England, without tha
shndows and discords which are lost for
us in the play of lightz and the il chorus,
She was descended from s grest Bli-a-
bethan, While she lived the baautity) old
house, the garden with its pleuched 8lleys

| and the fiah pond were but her setting,

The frame from. which she stepped forth

- must be sadly changed to-day,

“Not mo fer sway 13 a house giving on a
riverside street. & house which wes them
when Shakespeare lived, under whosw
cedars, upon whose ldwna the greet Ll
hetlisn procession laughed end tsiked and
walked—a besutiful old lwuse, end the
gardens inviolate to thiz day; but as 100
enter its doora the thing that comes forth
to meet you is evil. The Louse belonged
to & king's mistress, of a quite edceptional
dissoluteness and cruelty. Ter pictore is

| {lxed in the wall at the head of & stgir

caze—a wild, laoghing, - beautiful thing
with floating curls, décolleté as only Sir
Peter Lealy's sitters were. She had been w0
evil to all who loved lier that the king
who undertook her must have been ss
reckless as His Satanie Mujesty, Kate the
quean comes from her picture frame st
times to glide by the voung and whisper

| evil in thelr ears, and when that happens
 miay the good angel of the ons she whisperr
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: EVOLUTIONARY art an- 3 ' qualities of imagination. There |
s . - | 2 .
; - els within wheels, |
b = tedated the several pres- drf«;lalwa}'s Whel e o
' ; : ' ven revolutionists have a
} : ent revolutions by a good E“ de i . ber !
gl : o undre 1sagreements ween |
? many years. |he art that has 5y 2
: é 1l b of . themselves. e postcards re- |
: i ome oul o 1€5¢ movements o | |
. e l—sif tl Riissi | produced here are from Bolshe- |
B volt—t these Russian T : |
| tumam syl K | vik Russia, and they express
poslr._:ards are to be taken as an more graphically than words the
f 1 } 1 i ‘ 1 ; . . |
' indication—is marked chiefly by puiblic’ reactions!'to) the events |
3 2 2 e N 1 SN ]
i its satire rather than by any great transpiring there, |
¥
% [
b T ;
A el e L A o A e A A A b AP G N !
O Tempora! O Mores! Bown 'with ans old s
Hurrah for anything newl
no fear in this paee. Dellews considers  cscapade was incidentally iatonded fnoof a Movember election, he_ told me i.h.-_r. l"’_l'iml_ Sa 110' hiad ‘ll place and throvs ' Je scea ’-1‘-1_'Ui'-'t‘d. Ly :_L. ﬁ“t.f?‘gfil:r‘_léf
| Wince as beneath his notice, and always | shaking? Did she flaunt Lher wickedness at | Jo meant te abstain from yvoling. Iilq- sald | atl.cl" hig fashion, Life was n-;,a_gucul:e ariel rp_l'_'(,.'._'[tlu}‘” ‘}1[» I3 p_z',‘;‘ajn.. chiat his ut.:m.
speaks of him to me ss ‘your hair-splittin® | him in the hope of ‘rousing lium up'? 17 | that he could 1ot w“f for Lloeyd George, ' the i'ulurfe apparently eo Ceﬂﬂﬂll- 'tﬂ-ut‘he will }I-‘.t‘ ne thlfgc‘r availsble, th';“ “’““'-‘_‘ff
friend. g0, she failed, ignuminiuu.—.'_l_\'. =1 |-:irlg;4.‘lrl' ;_-.u.] Wi ;u"!-.--iul u.[' |Im'.|mg too nlmcrh [|u\\'lr._‘.‘.' | \n not .“Etcd__ to stand the :_sfrf\.m m ‘cor‘;\—‘ | Lie *-\.'j.}l ;:ndl _::1.5 .JU.‘:'E"JW SITPE{EJE l‘:'].l
“Now that T have documented Winee T | that sorl only aggravate his terror of life. | into the hands ol the Labor party. Te did ; ing gut into ".hu o'r’-:n. e 1:=‘uur171..t.d ¥ wl !:d‘llt‘r] tipon to fece, and to worlk with, |
feel chiefly sorry for him, but when T am Indeed, T do not think that anything can nut think that they had vet Lad enough | the 1.,\-.3;-‘ but in hie 1;{-'}"_]-1-_ .‘.m 14 4t _:_',m-‘_. his fellowmen. \ . G
in his company T frequently feel a etrong | be done for hin. I he survives the war, | pspesionee of eoveriment to be trusted hlul‘r::m.r] by the I.].lougsl‘i. of the conditiena “But; no r.loull)t_. hiz : natural %lTldlt_\‘.
desire to shake him. 1 wonder if his wife | the coging of the wew demoerdey will cer- | with the contrel of & nation. 5 that il ecomie with peace. He sees the t::.-:ds to Cr‘»‘(:r:;:ﬂ'.,“nuh_’ thic probability of
began by being sorry for him, and if her | tainly fnish him, Talking of the pussibil- i the tinllowed protections of the Vie-  futuve, I know. s a vast, formless threat. these dangers.
i — ; Tal
I'HE MEETING—A French War Tale

thick- |

He need have had |

DILE BASTIEN, having knotted
O her veil and put on her gloves,
dezcended her four flights to the
street, Elbowed by the innumerable
soldiers who filled the approaches to the
Eastern Railway station with a shifting
panorama of uniforms of horizen blue,
she quickly gained the stairway of f;he
“Metro.” (the Paris subway).
Undoubtedly it wasn't an acreeable

ueighborhood, overrun by this crowd of |

furloughed men of all deseriptions and

the cquivoeal world which they attracted, |

Nevertheless she Lept her little lodging
inn the Rue de Strasbourg, unwilling to
quit that quarter of the city swhich
seemed to her to Le closest to Alzace.
Those trains, whose long, mournful toot-
ings und  wheezings she heard every
uight, were going down there—toward
Belfort, toward Dannemarie, tosward
Mulhouse.

She had alighted in this corner of
Paris w chilly early spring evening in
1915, She had left Mulhouse in a panic,
terrified at finding herself alone and at

. the mercy of the Germans, whove Tage

against the Alsatians was without limits
from the time that the latter had re-
ceived the French army with delivious
enthusias, 2

Odile was young, pretty and unproe-
tected. Ier husband and her parents
were dead and her fianeé had left Alsace.
All her natural guardians were dead ov
zomne.

In the train which carried lier along
noigily through the dark tunnel of the

“Metro.” Odile thought of her brief past, |

which now seemed to lier enveloped in |

blackness, like Multhouse itself, that city
of a hundred factories.

Her story was very simple and, up to
the outbreak of the war, very common-
place.  She wus the daughter of an ac-
countant, in a bizg industrial establish-
nient, and at nineteen year: had mar-
ried & young colleague of her father's,
Albert Bastien, who, they told her, was
an ideal husband for her, having an as-
sured future, But the future-—who
knows it? And how foolish it is to dis-

! happiness epening before her.

count it! Two years later her husband,

whose health the confinement of office
life had undermined, died of pneuntonia,
caught while leaving the factory one bit-
ter cold night.

reforned fricids,
thrddl to rvediscovery wnd reviog

it is handled.

wiich fiettow 15 nweiller strawger than reth vor tr
familics and loce v i couplless ways.

To this story @ is not so mweh the situetion that connts a

Luprpignt, i00s New York Tribune 1

Iranslated by William L. McPherson

Here bs o story with a brae war utwosphere of Tnlerrupted and recovered vomance. [t 8 @ case i
uth stranger thaw fiction. The war has separated and
It has given « wew pang to partings and a new

5 the simple and watwral niowwer i which

Odile, a widow at twenty-one, felt no |

very greuat grief, because, without Lkiow-
ing just why, she had never really loved
Albert. With her widowed father she
continued to live the same monotonous
lite, full of long, empty days, until she

met Paul by chanee at a friend’s house.

Paul! In what way was he different
from the others? Why, sshenever she
gaw him, did she have a novel and inde-
finable feeling, a sort of uneasinces, o
sense of fascination? Often in reading

| novels (for she had the calm and prae-

tical spirit of the Alsatians) she
scoffed at “love at first sight.,” One
should not rail ol love., Sooner or later
the little god takes his revenge. This
"love at first sight” wis exactly wihut
travped her in her turn—her, the reason
able, unvomantic Odile!

had

He was an industrial designer, becatse
his lack of foree did not permit him to
become a painter. So he indulged in the
illusion of being an artist by imagining
for his tapestry and upholstery stuffs

richly decorative compositions with
flower motives.
She met him often.  She knew that

he Toved her before e told her <o and

asked her to be his wife. She accepted
with joy, seeing a long perspective of
They
were to be married in September, 1914,

In the last days of July, when war
seemed imminent, Paul came to tell her

that be was going to Belfort while there |

was still a chance to go. Il becged her
to go with him and to take her father
along. But the latter absolutely refused
to leave his beloved Mulhouse.

“I wani to be here to roceive the
French," lie said, obstinately. They could
nat perzuade him, and Odile, not wizh-
ing to abandon him, stayed behind witl

him.  Paul intended to joiu the TFreneh !

army and to go to the front.
not see him again,

She would
She would have been

left all alone in a strange city if sha

had accompanied him,
flaned

Undoubtedly her
return to Mulkouze
with the vietorious Vrench,

would soon

But no. lie was not one of the fortu-
nate ones who, transported with enthu-

most of the Alsatian
Advertisements inserted
papers brought no results.

Now again, en her way to u new
bureau, Odile turned and returned in |
ber mind that insoluble enigma while

volunteers did. |
in the news-

! the Metropolitan train van through its

sigsm, were received at Mulhousg by & |

population buside itself.
the intoxication of that
hrilliant dream which was to be followed
by s0 tragic an mwakenine.

e never knew

That awakening was the counter of-
fengive of the Germans, the battle of
Dornuch, the savage voprisals at the ex-
pense of the Mulhousiaus, faithless sub-

welecome—the |

jeets of the German Fmpire, What evil [

prompting mduced Odile’s father to 2o
out to see what was happening in the
trects and to make some indisereet com-

3+

ments?
with his life for that imprudence.

His daughter experienced the anguish
of waiting for him in vain, the prief of
heaving of his eruel fate, the terror of
finding herself alone thereafter, facing
those unchained hordes, those masters
more than ever implacable, She re-
mained some time uncertain what to do.
Then in February, 1915, she profited by
a permission to leave Mulhguse pranted
reluctantly to o few women and chil-
dron,

Those win don't know where to =u,
whom nothing attracts anywhere else,
drift to Paris, the ity of mirages. It is
the place where one lias the best chance
to find again anv one who hag dropped
aut of :qigh\r-. But in spite of #1l her
olforts Odile had obtained ne news of
Paul.  The bureaus could not tel her
in  what army he scerved. Without

Stood up against a wall, he paid |

doubt e had changed kis nAlua, a8 |

tunnel, stopped, started apain, unwear-
iedly continuing the monotony of long
gray walls, -broken only here and there
by a big poster or an electric light.

Another station. This time the train
going in the opposite direction also |
stops, the two so close that they seom |
to touch cach other., From one car to |
another the passengers stare across,
with the dull, repressed air of people |
who wail uncomfortably in some public |
place.  Qdile'lifts her cyes mechani-
cally.,  Suddenly she starts. There. |
separated from her unly by the thick-
ness of two panes of glass, a young man
i5 talking to 4 young woman sesated on
4 bench beside him.

That face, those eyes,
mustache! Tt is Paul!

15 it e really? In eivilian’s clothes,
with a strange woman?

As if he felt that plance which de-
voured him the passenger across the |
way lifts his eyes. meets those of Odile, |
starts—he, too—with a brief and mute
glance of recognmition and a slight geat-
ure, like an appeal. Then his train
zets under way and carries him off, sub- |
merging lim anew in that buttumlessi
ocean which is Paris. I

that brown |

Several days passed—blacl, empty
days, without purpose and without hori-
zon, almost without thought; for one |
could hardly c¢all thought that tumult |
of confused and despairing ideas which |
raged in Odile's brain. Nothing to look
Inrward &, ~uzruthing in ruin; Paul |

another woman’s; Paul a clvilian in
Paris; herself alone and abandoned;
alone for all her life.

Then one merning the bell rings and
there Paul stands before her, not at all
confuzed, or hesitating or contrite, but
full of ardor and passion, talking with
an energy so compelling that ske no
longer Lnows what to think, that she
finds no words with which to question
him, that she feels herself overwhelmed
and carried along like a pebble in a

| raging, irresistible flood.

What is he saying? He has tried to
communicate with her at Mulhouse, but
has not succeeded, His latters ADpRT-
ently never veached her. Since he has
known she was in Paris he has
searched for her, and has found her at
last with the aid of the bureau of vimi-
tors® permits at the Prefecturs, He has

| to fill the woid.

always loved ler, loves her more then |

ever, has never loved any one else, His
companion of the other day’e She
doesn't count. A casual acquaintance
whom he will never sea again. When
one iz too much alone he sometimes does
foolish things.

Soon he will be able to draw with his
left hand. Yes, like Daniel Vierge. You
can do that when you have lost your
vight hand. With a careless gesture
he shows her his empty sleeve, which
she had not seen“at first, Then she
notides also in his tittonhole two little
ribbone interwoven, one green and red,
the other green and wvellow. But then?

“Yes. T was mustered out after the
amputation. It happened at the Marne.
I will tell you all about it when we are
married. Tor we shall marry at once.
We shall love each other always—al-
wayas more and more. We are pledged
to cach ether forever.” s

IIe draws her cloze to him. He bends
over. And because svomen alwaya for-
give, because life is so dark when one is

all alone, because he is brave and muti-
| lated, and also because she cannot re-
| sist his conquering talk and gestures,

Odile, unresistingly, without an answer,
lays her head on the shoulder of the
iriend she has found agair.

But as he bends toward her fuce she
veils with her eyelids the mystery in her

] eves, which two tears have moistened

with joy.

to be vigilant.

“Superstition iz the zhsdow of religion
and where superstition iz there must be
something lecking in the religion, to 7
the lemat. Superstition is most terrifring
and takes itz grossest form among papns.
But, apart from thst, when religlon hss
leit an empty hovse superstition rushes in
I have known a bishep's
daughter, who had shufed of Christissity
83 being unworthy "en intelligent person’
coneideration, turn pale at seeing the ner
moon through glass, and {aint becsuse the
bells had rung without spparent cauae S
too, the table turning, the apirit repping
planchette and all the rest of the things b
which a foolish generation plapz with tie
things of the sther world.

“Yet among the Celtic geoples, side it
side with religion, there is the belie! @
ghosts. Said s very wholesome epecimi-';
of an Irish priest to me the other day: 'l
met Se-and-So the night he died. 1 ¥*
walking liome up Gallows Hill, end T L
him coming along with his hesd down; 8%
I enid to him: “Tom, where are you go E
to thiz time of night? I Leard you waﬂr-.i
well, It's in your bed you ought te be
Not & word at al] ha ssid, but went by B
I said to Father Jolin the next mor;inl:_ X
met Tom So-and-So in the street last nigs
and lie wouldn't speak to me, 1 wonder
what st all I've done on him.” “Sure, ti8
poor fellow’s dead,” suid Father John, “Hit
death's in the paper this morning. Hedit
in the night.”’ v

“Such s tale ma this is told very simpd
and with no suggestion of anything U&
usuel,

“But to our lLaunted houszes! In bt
town I Lnow best there are many 3%

hie haunted house which gives you 48

| warning is one thing. The hsunted hous

which hides itself under a drab, cveryds!
exterior is in g scnae more sinister
knaw wu little suburban two-storied hou®

| among cheerful commonplace nelghbor™

which liag & weird phost—a ghost ‘f:;
walks by daylight, and prefersbly in ¥

| early morning. A new servant going d0F%

|3k,

gtairs very early in the morning after b’
arrival will sce going before her a 18d7 =
her nightgown, so palpable, so actusl ‘.h"
she csn describe the very lace which tris
She thinks it is her mistress FOI%F

; '
| dowm in the gray dusk of the moming _fo

something she requires, when—aomew> e
in the lower regiona the figure fedes !Dd
mist—is gone. The house is tuccoed .;e
rather sad of a summer evening when .‘-;
rein streaks the walls like green “l’:; ;!
is probably a hundred years old. and IW-
reputed to have a we!l fifty feet deep be .
the house. But in the companion M':d
cheerful young clerks and shopmen t:elf-
thelr wives and families live after * 7
manner, In the dusk of the evening ?'!"
man comes from town he may sel'! the i8¢
of the nightgown, or the neglige® 'ddﬂ!"‘
by the window of an upper room, shsse™
na the dusk itself” 5




